and Evguenia and our luggage, so tightly packed into a
very moderate-sized car that it was almost impossible to
move hand or foot, and our thoughts turned regretfully to
die Merano charabanc. But in the autumn of 1939 England
was taking the war more seriously than she did a little later
when she almost began to doubt whether, after all, there
really was a war, and we were lucky to get a car at all. So
we squashed in, three abreast and tried to be considerate...
at least John and I did, but on that occasion I remember
that Evguenia was in one of her moods and was resenting
the war as a personal insult.
In any case, Lynton was no place for her; a tiny village
without any urban amenities, eighteen miles from the two
nearest towns, it certainly lacked appeal for anyone who
was not possessed of ample personal resources. For John,
with work to do, and for me perennially engrossed in that
work, for us both with our books and dogs and with horses
available, Lynton and its beauty were sufficiently fulfilling.
But for Evguenia who was in any case fretting for Paris,
whe^e she had had her own car and had led her own life
among her Russian friends, who was essentially a *towa
bird*, half-hearted about riding and quite incapable of sus-
tained reading for pleasure, Lynton must have seemed exile
indeed.
The feet that its climatic conditions were the best available
for her damaged lungs made very little appeal to her Slavonic
temperament Perhaps it was not altogether surprising that,
as soon as she was able, she took her own line and departed
to pastures more congenial; although I am bound to say
that her doing so caused John very grave anxiety. But
anxiety thrives upon imagination and it was not in Evgue-
nia's nature to suffer more than momentary anxiety or to
understand that she might cause it iti others. As ofim
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